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fume;

Levant,

An Ancient Perfume

T seems strange to us today to read of saffron as a per-
one of the romances about it lies in the story by
Hakluyt nf a pilgrim smuggling, at the risk of his life, from the
a head of saffron in a hollow made in his staff,
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For Washingtonians '

This Day in History

HIS is the anniversary of the call for volunteers issued by
His battle cry was, “Rbme or Death, b
He was defeated by the King's troops, but pardoned, |

of his great services toward the nationalization of Italy.

Garibaldi in 1862,
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in view

THE WORLD AND HIS WIFE *

Who s Who in “The World and His Wife"”|

ALLSTAR CAST:

Don Julian ............cce0vvves... Montagu Love
"Teodora (his wife) ..................Alma Rubens
Emesto ...........co0n0vneees......Gaston Glass
Don Severo (Julian’s brother) .......Pedro de Cordoba
Mercedes (his wife)................. Margaret Dale
Don Alvarez ........................Charles Gerard
Marieé..............co000vevnee..... Mrs. Allan Walker

Watch for This Story in Motion Pictures

““The World and His Wife'’ soon to be seen in mo-
tion pictures at the best theaters, is a Cosmopolitan pro-
duction released as a Paramount-Artcraft picture from
the play by Charles Frederic Nirdlinger, founded on the
dramatic verse of Jose Echegaray.

By Jane McLean.
Sereen Version Novelized.
OOKING down from the top of

the Giralda tower acrogs the

Guadalquivir the dweller in

Beville sees many lovely vistas, fer-

a

' tile farms beyond the river, angd,
nearer, delifYhtful plazas rich with
multi-colored flowers.

Before the days of the all de-

vouring auto when the graceful vie-
torin was still the fashion and the
elite of the city strolled in the cool
of the afternoon down the statue-
"lined avenue untroubled by the all
pervading fumes of gasoline the
pussing throng paused to witness a
little drama in the garden of the
lovely Senorita Teodora Zanetti.

A typical Spanish garden this
flower plot of the Senorita’'s and in
its center o mound whereon bloom-
ed lilies famed the city over for
their beauty,

Through the bars of the grating
peered two matadors with eyes that
spoke of the tch for possession. e-
hind them, her mantilla thrown
gaucily over her head, a black-cyed
girl dared them to snatch a flower
from the garden,

_They rushed to the gate together,

"tore In and the foremost seized a
shivering blossom from a cluster
and held it aloft as both returned

in hot haste to the girl

A quick thrust from the hand of
the loser and the trophy fell to the
pavement. In the mad scramble to
regain it the flower was torn 1o
shreds and left on the ground.

The girl laughed--the matadors
laughed and a passer-by, stepping
with heavy heel on the flower,
crughed it out of al®d semblance to
the beautifu! creation It had been
but a moment before,

The laugh of the girl sounded a
little way down the plaza when
Teodora herself appeared in the
garden. Seville, that old city of
the Moors, ig noted for its beautiful
women, Teodora was a living ex-
ample to make good this boast
Dark, as Spaniards are, her eyves
were as black as the blackest dia-
mond of rare luster, her hair like
the raven, her figure lithe and
graceful, her arms subtly rounded,
her wrists and ankles models of ar-
tistic perfection,

A SIMPLE FIGURE.

Dressed in simple white she epit-
omized in lovely figure the
stately grace of the lily torn from
her garden by the playful hands of
the world. As she walked along
the paths she was followed by an
aged nurse, who, hurrying with a
maternal solicitude, threw a white
mantilla over her shoulders and
head, falling back to gaze on her
with eves that told of undying love,

The girl had witnessed the trag-
edy of the broken flowers without
in any way reading into.it a lesson;

. to her it was a mere incident, Iler
heart at twenty was not filled with
forebodings; she was not a seeress
with eyes that could look years for-
ward and draw analogies; she was
a romantic young woman in love.

And now as she walked, a little
fmpatiently scanning the carriages

her

that passed and the men and the
women who formed a never-ending
procesgion, she waited for the ar-
rival of the man of all men to
whom she had given her heart,
PDon Julian Gorgas, rich, power-
ful, with ambitions of political pre-

ferment which his money and his
talents bade fair to enable him 1o
realize, drove to the gate in a aplen-
did pair and, catching =ight of his
filancee, hurriedly. stepped down,
swung open the barrier to the
garden and, bowing, Kissed her hand
with all the gallantry of the Span-
Ish grandee

Curfous eves looked on, the world
passed by and remarked after ita
fazhion on the match between the
boeautiful arphan girl and the man
of affairs twice her age. And
each put his own construction on
this marriage-to-be. She was mar-
rving him for his money, or she was
marrying him for hig position nat

“DANDERINE"

Stops Hair Coming Out;
Doubles Its Beauty.

A few conta bhuyvse "Danderine”™
After an application of “Danderine”
lyou ean not find n fallen halr or
| wny dandruff, besides every halr
lshows new life, vigor, brightness,

more color and thicknesas,

1

court; mot one suggested the real
truth that she was marrying him
for love

And yet If these who made their
comments would have looked close
into the eyes of Teodora each would

have read the truth., The nurse
Maria read it and smiled, for love
Ils good to see. The woman who

had watched over the baby girl and
had tended her as she grew into
girlhood and womanhood saw now
the reward of her devotion. To be-
hold the beautifyl Teodora raised
up among the mighty of the land,
the wife of a man like Don Julian
was a triumph not to be regarded
lightly and when to that triumph
was added the further glorifying
presence of a mutual love she felt
that the fates who watched over
her charge could have done no more

Don Julian and Teodora walked

side by side among the flowers.
A FRANK AVOWAL.

“You were waiting for me?" ask-
ed the man glanciag with admira-
tion at her flushed face,

“1 was waiting for yvou,"” she ad-
mitted with a little laugh, “you
don’'t think it's unmalidenly for me
to say that.”

“I think It's more than 1 deserve;
goon the time will come, my dear
Teodora when there will be no more
waiting. Then you will be mine.”

His hand stole down and Inclosed
her own; she looked up at him with
her soul in her eyes: “I am the
lucky mw. Julian, what do you see
in me?

“Don't ask rn1 that—it would be
tnn long to tell.

3ut not too long to hear.” They
moved toward a little arbor deftly

hidden from the street, while the
old nurse proceeded to the gate,
and broke into invective at tho

peeping proclivities of a group of
giggling girls,

Don Julian and Teodora were ob-
livious of the world as they planned
for the wedding soon to take place
in the chapel of the bridegroom-to-
be, She suggested, he listened and
nodded always approval.

“If T could have my way
be very himple,” she said.
for you, dear Julian,
pomp and circumstance (o prove
it to the world—and you know it
does not need proving to yourself.'

“Ah the world,” theanan sighed.
“But the world must be considered;
there must be some attention paid
to the formalities; for my sake,
Teodora, you will go through with
the forms and the ceremonies; that
is one of the penalties one pays
for position.”

“Forgive me, Julian, T should
have thought of that; but I always
dream of you as the man and not
as the power you are.”

“And 1 love you all the more for
it,” he =aid, a great wave of love
filling his heart at this naive con-
fession.

To Be Continued Tomorrow,

Not a Patent Food

“Give me a dozen bananas for
children,” sald the red-faced man
to the fruiter's assistant.

it would
“My love
needs no

The young man put them in a
parcel,
“And give me some o' the other

stuff as well—the groecer says he
doesn't keep it In stock.”

“*The other stuff?” said the assis-
tant, with a puzzled look.

“Yes. [ ain’'t good at pronouncing
big words, an’ I guppose I must ha'
made a mistake with it, for the
grocer laughed at me. But it's that
there stuff as you say can be glven
to the kiddies with bananas.”

“I'm afraid T don't understand”™
said the mystified assistant.

“Well, you are a nice man, you
are, to be a fruiterer. ‘Ere, come
outside an’ 1'll show you the placard
in vour window."

S0 he hauled the young man out-
aide and pointed to the blll, which
proclaimed that:

“RBananas may be given to chil-
dren with impunity.”

It took the assistant a quarter of
an hour to convince the red-faced
man that “Impunity” lsn't a new
kind of pn!(‘nl food,

The Angler’s Disgust.

A fisherman, fully equipped with
the best tackle and other requisites,

found, as many another sportsman
has done, that the filsh were not
“moving"” that day, and his ecreel

#till empty late in the day when a
lad turned up from a village cloae
by armed with a rough stick, a
plece of string and a worm on &«
pin, and much to the sportaman's
surpriskt lunded a fine trout of a
couple of pounds’ weight, When
the lad took the fish home to his
mother she asked him the name of
it. 1 don't know,” replied the lad,
“but a gentleman who was stand
Ing by when I caught It called It
“the limit,' "

Tied Down to Fact.

The matter-of-fact man one day
met a friend who looked pretty dis-
mal

“Hallo!" wan his gresting
do you find yourself today?"

“I'm pretty bad,” was the miser-
ahle reply. “This woeather'll be the
end of me, 1 know 1'll be a dead
man before very long.”

“You've been saving that
last five years,” retorted
tercof<fact man "lI've no patience
with you. T tell you what it s, you
want more Airmness of mind. Fix a
day for your dying and stick to it.”

“"How

for the
the mat

S R i

=3
B

| H_ eact
and she

‘i

£, ot

o

e —_——

)

A Scene from

——

,_ S e T,
#

“The \Vorld and Hls Wlfe,

t he New Motion Picture Drama.

Don Julian

(Montagu Love) Calls on His Fiancee, Teodora (Alma Rubens), in the latter’s Garden

The Rhymmg
Optimist

By Aline Michaelis.

ach woman {3 & nuizance
L

makes mere man her

slave; she's berating and dic-
tating from the cradle to the grave,
She, will talk about her neighbors,
calling other ladies cats; but ghe's
sunny, sweet as honey when she
pesters him  for hats, She has
hablits that are foolish, but he does
not dare protest; she goes shop-
ping without stopping, and hias
checkbook #ets no rest She s
wholly inconsistent, full of fads
and full of fears; April weather,
who knows whether she will be all
emiles or tears? Ever since Eve bit
the apple, man has been a flaccil
fish; #he has crossed him, she had
bossed him, she has shaped him to
her wish. So he gays she is a nui-
sance, and it's certain all his sex,
fools and sages, through the ages
claim she's caused a lot of wrecks.
Yes, a big share of earth’'s trouble
they keep plling at her door, They
examine flood and famine, fain to
add 'em to her score. They remark
shels full of folly, and has too
much temperamentl; gay or pen-
sgive, atill expengive, she is never
quite content, These and many
other charges they have filed
againgt the fair; they abuse her
would they lose her? Nix, she's
surely got them there. JFor nal-
thdugh they rail about her, calling
her a fickle plece, while they flout
her and they doubt her, she knows
they don't want release, Well, ghe
kens there's no such being as a
woman-hating man; though the
eritter may be bitter, he will get
one if he can. And I think I heay
her murmur, while they knoek the
falrer sex, “1sh ka bibble, let them
quibble, They are good at writing

checks."”

Taking It Philosophically.

Old Mr. Dunkerley,
up business, removed
a cottage in a somewhat sleepy and
village, Unfortunate-

having given
from town Lo

old-fashioned

1y, before he had been there a week
hia cottage caught fire. Dunkerley
rushed out into the road. Two old
natives were hobbling toward him
as fast as they could go “"Here,
you!" crtest Dunkerley to the first,
“min down to the postoffice and ask
them to ring for the fire engine, will
you?' “Sorry,” sald the old man,
firmly, “but I got a game limb and
can't run."” Dhunkerley turned to the
other. “Shout fAre, will you?' he
sald, "Shout fire a= loud as you can
while T get some of the valuables
out! "Can't do it, gir,” sald the sec-
ond man “lI got a sore throat and
can't yell,” Dunkerley looked at the
pair of them attentively “Waell,
anyhow, he said, go Into the house,

both of you, and bring out chalrs, a
bottle of whiskey and a box of ci-
gara and sit down on the lawn here
and enjoy the fire, will you?"

A Foreca.ét.

As the man and the mald strelled
through the pleture the girl
stopped “Oh,
how aweet!'" breathed. “I won-
der what It means?" questioned the
young fellow, as he eoved the ple-
tured pair who clung together in nn

gallery

before one oxhibit

she

attitude of love and longing “Oh,
don’t you see?" the girl ehided ten
derly "He has just asked her to
marry him and she has consented
It'e lovely! What docs the artist
call the pleture The young man
leaned nearer and eyen a label on
the frame. "I mee!” he cried, “Tt's

printed on this card here—'Sold!'"

‘Mary!"”

in Seville to Discuss Plans for Their Wedding.

N

When Hearts Are Trumps

By Virginia Terhune Van de Water.

TII-Z flush that had come to Bar-
hara's face as she talked to
Mary Jamesgon of Robert E|
liot, lingered there during the en-
2Uing conversation Only once did
she show signs of the softness
that was so much a part of her
nature. This was when Daisy kiss-

¢d her tendrely.

“1 am so happy for you, darling!"
she whispered, “Mr, Brandon is a
wonderful man, My father admires
him and respects him so much.
And vou love him-—that makes your

engagement to him beautiful. You
and 1 still believe in the sweel,
old-fashioned style of love.”

Barbara did not speak, but clung

to her friend.

Mary spoke eagerly. “Yes, 1 do,
too I believe It i8 a sin to marry
without love.”

Ilarbara seemed not to hear this
remark. Instead, she addressed
Dalsy

“Tell your mother about It
please dear, 1 would Mke to
know."

Dasiy assured her that she would

be glad to give the interesting
news to her mother, who it so hap-
pened, was out at present.

“Then the affair I8 to be regular-
Iy announced, is it?" Mary asked.
“I suppose,” tentatively, *"that Hob-
ert Elliot will be surprised when he
learns of it."”

“He knows it already.”

At the brief statement, Mary
stared In astonishment,

“Oh—you mean that he Kknows
yvou are engaged to Mr. Brandon!
IBob KElliot knows it."

"“Yeg —~Bob- Elliot knows It."

Barbara did not look at Mary as
ghe replied. All her efforts were
centered in keeping her volce
steady and indifferent.

Twiisy, glways tactful, changed the

subject to something leas stralning

to the emotiona, For a while she
preferred to talk of light matters,
for she, too, was puszzled. -
A MATTER FOR ANTONISHMENT.

Iobert knew of Barbara's en-
gagement! Could he have known
of It that evening when he talked
with her—Daisy—out on the veran-

dn, and spoke of the girl he loved?
And later he had walked home with
Barbara. IPerhaps she had told him
her secret on the way home, Could
it be that she was actually enguged

to John Brandon at that time?
Dalay started as she heard Mary
neking the very question that was

in her own mind,

“To return to the subject that is
of the most interest to me just at
this Instant,” Mary began-—"have
you been engaged long, Bab?"

Barbara smiled slightly
twenty-four hours"

“Put you know before that
that Mr. Brandon loved you
you?

“Yen,

“Only

time

didn’t
] knew,"” Barbara said soft-
1y

Then as n
down thg street,

Nn* ejacuated
going I think that
mean John, now."”

She did not want her betrothed
to come into the house. She fell as
if she could not face the ordeal of
listening to him. Mary did talk so
much!

Good-by!" holding
to the sublect of
shoughts, 1 must

Mary kissed her
All kinda of lueck!
Mr. Drandon for me
the prize off from all
men."

LDarbara appeared not

motor-horn sounded
she ralaed her head,
“1 must be
Mr . |

her hand
hurried

"

out
these
be golng
“Tiood-by, INab!
Congratuinte
He'sn carried
the younger

to notice

the instnuation be-

trothed’s

regarding her
ape, hut #he heard (L

Daisy accompanied her as far
the front door, Here, obeyving
sudden impulge, the spoke

“I am golong to the automobile
with you if you don't mind 1
want to speak to Mr. Brandaon.”

1 love to have you come,” her
friend assured her, sincerely, “But,”
dropping her volee to a lower piteh,
“1 did not want Mary."”

“Mary means well"”
gisted, *“She |8 tactless

John DBrandon came forward to
greet the two girls, shaking hands
with both-—his  head uncovered,
Parbara tried not to notice how
gray he was,

DALSY CONGRATULATES,

“Mr. Brandon,”
characteristic
no time

as
3

Daisy in-

that's all."

Daisy said, with

frankness, wastling

“1 want
to tell you how happy T am for you
and Nab. T congratulte you both,
from the bottom of my heart.”

John pressed her hand grate-
fully. *“That means much coming
from Bab's best friend,” he gaid,
“1 thank you. as you have congrat-
ulated me, Trom the bottom of my
heart.” /

Mary eame out of the door as the
car (,lnwe off, and joined her hostess
on the front porch. Together they
stood watching until the automo
bile was out of sight

in preliminaries,

“Sdme car!” Mary sighed. “Father
gavs it's one of the handsomest in
Summerfield-—and that Joghn Bran-'

don ecan afford to get almost any-
thing he wants™

“And that's the man Bab Paige is
engaged to!"

“Yes,” Daigy answered thought-
fully. “He is a good man, too, My
father saye that his word is as good
as his bond.”

“Well, DBab’s  luecky,”
served, “She’s clever,

Mary ob-
too—Lkeeping

us in thg «ark about this affair

yet mll the while aceepting other
fellows' attentions! Think of Tues
day night on the picnie—how she
went aap for the boats with Charlie
Braisted, came back in a canoe
with Tom White, and rode home in
the car with Mr. Brandon! And two
daya hefore srhe’'d been encourag-

She's a flirt.”
not,”” Dalsy

ing Dob Klliot

“Indeed she is pro-

tested “She's on friendly terms
with all those hoyvs-that's all.”
“Tven with Bob Elliot?"

“Toven with Bab Elliott,
he would not have been
one of us to know of her
ment."”

Otherwijsa
the first
CNEAG G-

To e Continned,

Not Wested.

A Scollish Ia
“eard of the great
made from a colliery,
sink one on his land,
conl to the farmers
in the district, Not long after hoe
atarted business he =ent a load of
hiz conl to a nelghboring farmer
lo give It a trinlk,. A fow weeks
later he met the farmer and asked
him how the coal had turned out,
“Girand, man, grand,” replied the
farmer, “After It had burned a
day in the fire wg took them out at
nicht an' bullt a atone dyke wi'
them the next

had
bho
to

ndowner who
profits to
decided
and sell the
and villagers

day!

Misleading Names.
Winson Our iriend Maltersasn
haa a great taste for art I know
that he has got a “Murille,” a "“Van-
dyke” and a “"Velarquezn.”
Jones—Ham he really? What
earth does he want with three
tor cars?

an
mo-

Hints For The
Household

When hanging clothes to dry,
member always to hang
by the toes, nightdresses by the
shoulders, and skirts by the hem,
and prevent them dragging out
of shape.

reé-
stockings

20

be washed
to restore (ts color,
done by enclosing it
of a clean mh be-
and squeczing well in

Parsley always should
after chopping
This is casgily
in the corner
fore dipping
cold water.

¢l

alabaster orna-

BOAD

dust-stained
ments, a paste of whiting, and
milk is the best, The paste must
be left to dry on, and then washed
away, the surface being first dried
with a cloth and then with a flan-
nel.

For

gpots of paint dried on
panes may be quickly re-
holding a copper wusher
end of the fnger, and
over the glass. After
marks wash off in the

Small
window
moved by
under the
rubbing it
which the
usual way.

A ‘Long Chase.

Would you o
poor old sailor?”
at the gate,

“I'oor old sailor?”
ingman's wife,

“Yes, m'm. I followed
for sixteen years,

“Well,”" sald the
certainly don't i:mk
caught up with it!

A Paradox.

Matherson his
at the club one evening by rising to
much earlier than

this haste?
“The night

.

for a
tramp

something
inquired a
#ald the work-
the water

“you
ever

woman,
as if you

aurprised friends

leave usual.

“Why
friends.
“1 know,"”

= sald one of his
j= still young.”
replied Mnatherson: “hut
1 promised my wife to be home by
ten-thirty tonight, and if 1 miss the

last train 1 shall catch it!”

Domino. Qual-
“ity in a cane
sugar syrup.

American Sugar
Refining Company
Ly Qﬁq}".m-!rn il
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A Dramatic Film Romance Featuring

ALMA RUBENS

“'l"ll

THE RESTLESS SEX

A Romantic Film Drama With
MARION DAVIES

By Robert W. Chambers.

Watch for This Story in Motion Pictiires.
“The Restless Sex,’” soon to be geen in all leading
motion picture theaters, is a Cosmopolitan Production,
released in a Paramount-Artereft picture.

(Continned from Saturday.)

glmply furious
impatiently.
months at college have
taught me something. And, for
one thing, I've learned that a girl
has exactly as much right as & man
to live her own life in her own way,
unfettered by worn-out conventions
and unhampered by man's critical
opinlons concerning her behavior.

“The dickens,” he remarked, and
whistled softly,

me
retorted

make
she

“You
Jim,"
“These few

“And further,” she continued
warmly, “l am astonished that in
this age, when the entire world

tacitly admits that woman I8 man's
absolute equal In every respect, that
you apparently still harbor old-fash
joned, worn-out and silly notions,
You are very far out of date, my
charming brother.”

“What notions” he demanded

“Notlons that a girl's mission is
to go to parties and dance when ghe
doesn’'t desire to—that a girl had
better conform to the uninteresting
and stilted laws of the recent past
and live her life as an animated
clothes-rack, mind her deportment,
and do what nice girls do. and
marry and become the mother of
numerous offspring which shall be
taught to follow in her footsteps
and do the same thing all over
again, gencration after generation

ad nauseam!-—— Oh, Jim! I'm
not going to live out my life that
way and be looked after as care-
fully as a pedigreed Pekinese——"'

“For heaven's sake——"

“For heavens' sake—yes! —and
(3od's name, Jim, it is time that
woman's mind was occupied my
gomething beside the question of
clothea and husbands and children!™

The boy whistled softly, stared at
her, and she looked at him unflinch-
ingly, with her pretty, breathless
smile of defiance,

“1 want to live my own life in my
own way. Can't 17" she asked,

“Of course "

“You say that, But the instant I
venture to express a desire for any
outlet—for any chance to be myself,
express myself, seek the artistic
means for self-utterance, then you
tell me I am unconventional!"”

He was silent.

“Nohody hampers you'" she
flashed out. “You are free to choose
your profession.”

“But why do you want a profes-
Bion, Steve?”

“Why?

In
A

Ik ‘cause I feel the need of

it. Because just ordinary society
dues not interest me. 1 prefer Do
hemia.”

He gaid.

“There’'s a lot of stuff talked
about studiss and atmosphere and

‘urge’ and general Bohemilan irre-
sponeibility -and a young girl Is
apt to get a notion that she, also,
experiences the ‘cosmic urge' and
that 'self-expression’ is her middle
name. * * * That's all T mean,
Steve. You frequently have voleced

Your desire for a career among the
fine arts."

* “Now and then you have conde-
scended to sketch for me your idea
of an ideal environment, whieh ap-
pears to be a studio in studio dis-
order, art produced in large chunks,

and ‘people worth while' loudly at-
tacking pianos and five o'clock
fea—"

“Jim! You are NOT nice to .me
* * * Ir I didn't love you with
all my heart——"

“It's because I'm fond of you,
ton,” he explained. *“I don't’ want

my esister, all over clay or paint,
sitting in a Greenwich village stu-
dio, sEmoking cigarettes and frying
sausages for Ilunch! No! Oy 1
don’'t want her bullied by an ignor-
ant stage director or leered at by

an animal who plays ‘opposite,’ or
insulted by a Semitic manager., Is
that very astonishing?' \

The girl rose, nervous, excited,

but laughing:
“You dear old out-of-date thing!
{ﬂ!"l“ﬂllf‘ lhls dl-arunmon An-

1

other time Dad’s been alone In
the library altogether too Jong™
She laughed again, a little hint of

tenderness in her payety, and ex-

tended her hund He took it

“Without prejudice,” she sald. *1
adore you, Jim'™

“And with all my heart, Steve,
1 Just want you to do what will be
best for you, little sister.”

“I know. Thank you, Jim, Now,
we'll go and find dad.”

They found him. He lay on the
thick Oushak rug at the foot of the
chair in which he had been seated
when they left him,

On his lips lingered a slight smile.
A physician  lived across the
street. Wher, he arrived his exam-
ination was brief and perfunctory.
He merely said that the strolke had
come like a bolt of lightning, then

turned his attention to Stephanie,
who scemed to be sorely in need
of it

Copyright, 1917, 1818, by the InlWnatlonal
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What A Memory

A school teacher who was ad-
dressing a class of small pupils on
the story of the discovery of Amer-

-ca by Columbus ended with: “And
all this happened more than four
hundred years ago."” A little beoy,

his eyes wide open -with wonder
sald after a moment's lhongh! “Oh!
What a mrmnr) )uu ve got!

Addmona.l PLmshment

Amateur singer: *“I was singing

at the county prison the other
evening at a concert.” Friend:
“Great success, | suppose?’ Ama-

“"Well, I'm not suara
for arfierward the pris-
oners complained to the governo:s
that my singing was not in their
sentence!™

BOOKS

HEART TROURLES: THEIR FREVEN-

teur singer:
about that,

TION AND l(!-.! Ig E. Louls Fau-
geres Ilishop \.\n svt, vloth,
435 pp \--“ Ynﬂt ﬂﬂ Eondon: Funk

& Wagnalls Company.

This book containg an authorita-
tive discussion of this subject writ-
ten in an popular stvile and
avoiding the use of obscure techni-
cal terminology. 1t is designed for
the guidance and help of the
man who suffers from heart trouble

or for the family, or immediats
relativesa of such sufferers, and
especially for the nurses in charge
of these cases, It describes the
various types of heart diseases In o
most Jucid and informing way and
tells exactly what should be done
in each case, the mode of life best
suited to the trouble, the most
beneficial diet, etc. Its cheery op-
timism and =ane counsel should
prove of real service not only to all
heart patients, but also to physi-
cians, who can obtaln much valu-
able information from the instruc
tions it gives.
The volume
and a number
from photographs
diagrams,

CASY

lay-

contains 433 pages
of reproductions
and illustrative

ENGLISH PUBLIC FINANCE, from the
Revolution of 1688 New York. Bank-
ers Trust Company.

A work of reference for bankers,

financiers and studious busineas-
men. It tells the story of the war
financing, makes comparisons with

conditions at critical periods in tha
past-—explaing the DBritish govern-
ment's fircal system-—gives the his
tory of banking in England and the
history and present status of the
l{ank of England.
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[YOU[

YIf you and I trade dollar for dollar,
profits. But if you give me an IDEA and I give
you an IDEA we BOTH profit.”"—Irving R. Allen

There is a new kind of book on sale to-
day at every good bookstore in the land.

There can be no limit to what this book
is worth to the man who wants more
from life—more success, more friends,
more happiness, health, moneyg,

It isn’t worth a cent to the man who
is satisfied with himself.

The book costs Three Dollars.

YOU

By Irwing R. Allen

a man who gets the most and the bést from life,
who has won success for himself.

YOU .

for those who are up and coming.
couldn’t understand what YOU is all about.

oanopolrtanBook@omhon

HEC West Formiern Staeet, New Yonrk, =
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